it has a bad reputation for its dangerous currents, and 1 was
more than glad that we were to fly over it. The flight north
from Edinburgh was wonderful, though we ran through
alternate rainstorms, sunshine, and mists. This, of course,
was the country to which, in happier days, Philip and his
friends went regularly every twelfth of August for the grouse
shooting.

We were driven to our billets in Kirkwall, which is the
largest town in the islands, just a mile or two from Scapa.
The place had been built as a hotel for anglers and holi-
day makers; then came the war, and the Navy took it over
for billets. I had my first bath in three days, then dropped
into bed and slept like a child.

The place was like a barracks, and full of WRENS,
WAAFS, soldiers, sailors, marines, and their wives and
children. At 6 a.m. the sergeant in charge tramped down
the corridor and banged on the door of every room with an
iron ladle, of all things, until the occupant replied, thereby
giving evidence that he or she was awake. I was up and out
early, relishing the brisk salt breeze.

We were invited to lunch with Admiral Sir Henry Moore
aboard the flagship H.M.S. Duke of York. Afterward his
launch took us to our permanent billets on the island of
Flotta. Here E.N.S.A. had its own hut, just like an army
Nissen hut, except it was made of wood. The eighteen
members of our unit crowded the hut almost to bursting.
The girls shared three rooms, and the boys had one large
one at the end of the hut, with me in a single in the middle
The nights were cold, with high winds. We used to collect
driftwood to burn in the coke stove while we got ready for
bed, All our journeys had to be made by ''drifter/' It was
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